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Do Ht Again 


Author's Notes: 
Many special thanks to Satania for helping me with the plot. | really had to write something about Shining, but 


I'm recently incapable of coming up with good plots ;-; 


On a calm day during the long, cold winter, the falling snowflakes took Christian back to a day that was sealed 
in his mind forever. It was the same - cold, but calm, snow falling silently. He was out for a walk in the woods. 
When Niklas asked him where he was going, he asked to join too. He knew Christian had an insatiable thirst for 
long walks in the forest, where he was alive, and alone, and at peace and nothing else mattered. Of course, it 
was even better in the winter. It was almost a spiritual experience as the wet snow crunched under his feet, 
there was no sign of life, no birds, no green leaves on the trees, nothing; just emptiness, silence and absolute 
peace. Niklas wanted to see it through Christian's eyes. 


They reached a tall cliff, where all you could see was snow and more snow. The once green meadows were 
sleeping silently under the heavy crushing embrace of the fallen snowflakes. As far as your eyes could see, 


everything was snow, white death. 


"I see it now, Chrille," Niklas ruined the deathly silence. His voice was raspy and heavy with an unexplainable 
emotion, but Christian was too absorbed by his trance to even try to decipher it. 


"Really?" Chris let out a silent laugh as his attention remained concentrated in the distance. 


‘Oh, yes, | do," Niklas whispered. His ice blue eyes turned to analyze the younger man's face, since he didn't let 
out a sound more. He was only physically present, while his mind wandered the distant snowy fields. Niklas 
smirked. It was his time to act. He had to bring the blonde man back to planet Earth. He made a step towards 
Christian and his arm carefully reached out for the younger man's face. His hand gripped Christian's jaw line, 
turning his face to him, but before Christian had an opportunity to analyze what was happening, the older 
man's lips were already crushed against his. His mind was still too carried away to react reasonably. Instead, he 
automatically spread his lips, allowing Niklas to slip his tongue inside his mouth. Warmth. That was the only 
warmth that his body had felt in the last 2 hours. His blood finally started circulating lively in his veins as 
Niklas swirled his tongue around his, slowly, passionately. He couldn't even find the strength to pull away, even 
if he wanted to. But he didn't. He felt like this moment had lasted eternally. It was only the two of them, up on 
the cliff; no one could see them and judge them, except the trees and the sleeping snow. It was only them and 


the kiss. 


That moment was replaying in Christian's head every single day ever since. It wasn't even that long ago. But 
for fuck’ sake, he couldn't forget it for the life of him. They hadn't even talked about it. It was like it never 
happened. He sometimes questioned himself. He wondered if it was a dream, or maybe even a hallucination 


because of the cold. He didn't know. All he knew is that he wanted it again, no matter how wrong it seemed. 


Now Christian was smoking a cigarette out on the cold balcony, his eyes absorbing the beauty of the distance 
and his mind again wandering through his memories. Suddenly, the door opened and Niklas walked out on the 
balcony with a cigarette hanging between his lips. The sound snapped Chris out of his daze and he turned to 
face the intruder. He eyed the singer from head to toe and turned his attention back to the distance. Niklas 
took a few seconds before lighting his cigarette to look at Christian questioningly, since he found his behavior a 
little strange. Since the bassist showed no signs of life, Niklas just shrugged it off and lit his cigarette. He 
exhaled the smoke deeply. 


"Getting carried away again? You're getting caught up in your fucking head much too often recently," Niklas 
noticed, not expecting to get an answer. 


"Well, | find it much better than being stuck in fucking reality forever," Christian replied blankly and took a drag 
of his cigarette. Niklas caught himself looking at the bassist's lips every time he noticed him taking a drag. It 
was starting to look like an unhealthy habit. 


"And what is it that makes you think so much?" Niklas made a shot in the dark with this one, but happened to 
hit the target. Christian finally had the opportunity he was waiting for, but now that he had it, he was scared 
to take it. He hesitated for a bit. His hand rubbed his neck uneasily and he took another deep drag, hoping it 


would give him the courage he needed. 


"You remember that time in the forest? Up on the cliff?" The younger man started, stuttering a little. What 
was Niklas going to think? How was he going to react? Christian was a little scared of the outcome, knowing 
how unpredictable that motherfucker could be. He could either give him what he wants or break his teeth with 


the same passion. Niklas snickered. 


"Of course | remember it. What about it?" A sadistic, mysterious smirk bloomed on his patched lips. As if he 
was planning something. Now that the question was finally hanging, there was no way out. It was either dead or 


ahead. 


'Ive..'ve been wondering if." Christian stuttered and closed his eyes, taking a deep breath. He could feel the 
blood boiling in his veins. His fingers were slightly starting to tremble and his tongue didn't want him to let 


those words out. 


"What "if", Chrille?" Niklas asked slowly, leaning in to Christian's ear and letting the words roll of his tongue. He 
really took his time on the nickname, since he knew it worked like a trigger on Christian ever after that day on 


the cliff. Chris shivered. 


| was wondering if you could..kiss me that way again," the blond man gulped as there was really no turning 
back. The words had finally been said and he wished the snow could cover him too, hide him underneath its 
cold embrace. Niklas laughed silently, sadistically. 


"All this time," he laughed. "All of this time,’ he raised his voice. Christian really didn't know what to think at 
this point. He felt dead enough already and he felt like Niklas was humiliating him. "Ah, sweet Chrille," the singer 
finally stopped laughing and put out his cigarette in his arm. “All you had to do is ask. | don't bite..much," he 
extended his arm and his hand caressed the beautiful neck of the blonde. His thumb caressed the jaw line and 
brushed against the hoop hanging from the younger man's ear. Yes, those definitely looked good on him. 
Christian almost felt burnt by the touch but he was so numb that he didn't feel much more, except the 
anticipation, the need building up inside him. At long last, Niklas leaned in and spread his lips apart. Christian was 
out of breath. Their lips remained spread for a second, only centimeters apart, increasing the anticipation. 
Suddenly, Niklas aggressively crushed his lips upon Christian's and shoved his tongue deep into the other man's 
mouth. Christian could finally breathe. He moaned in relief. The wait was finally over. He felt the warmth of 
Niklas‘ mouth at long last again, the only warmth that seemed to be able to warm up his soul. He put his 
hands on Niklas' shoulders as the older man deepened the kiss and Chris felt like he was going to faint then and 
there in the other man's hands. It looked wrong from aside, but on the inside it was one of the few things that 
felt right to Christian, even though he didn't want to admit it. Niklas pulled away to take a breath from the 
intense kiss, but his hand remained there, on Christian's neck His finger snaked up to under his chin, caressing 


it gently. 
"There you have it, you little faggot," Niklas snickered and planted a quick peck on the bassist's lips. Christian 
was dazed and confused. He still couldn't get his feet on the ground from the intense kiss and now the words 


from Niklas‘ mouth... 


lm not a faggot," the younger man finally found his voice to defend himself, his brows furrowed. Niklas was 


confusing him. He didn't know if he wanted to kiss him again or punch that mouth of his. 


"Yeah, whatever. Here's hoping that it won't take you another month or three before you find the balls to ask 
for another kiss," Niklas smirked and laughed devilishly again as he turned around and opened the door, 
disappearing from Christian's sight. He was right. What if it took him just as long to ask for it again? He was 
split in two, the emotions he was feeling were fighting over each other. Niklas was giving him such mixed 
signals. But it didn't matter now. What mattered was the warmth he still felt in his mouth, the taste of bad 
cigarettes that Niklas smoked, because apparently he had the worst taste in cigarettes and of course, the 
taste of shame. 


